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THE STOBBI-CHILDBEN. 

r'HILDREN of thunder and lightning, 

^-' Of the whirlwind and the' storm. 

Of War and Famine, and lust and bloodshed, 

Of all that is sublime and terrible. 

Of all that is great or vile, 

Bom in this seething-pot of the world, 

Into this whirlpool of time, 

What will you meike, O War-Children, you, of the future years ? 

Yours to mingle the elements, 

To make of discord harmony, 

First in the inner world of your own turbulent Spirits, 

You, War-Children, you, bom of no ordinary time. 

Wildness and grandeur, hatred and love. 
The glad sacrifice of a thousand lives, — 
From it your souls shall distil 
A larger heroism for the future. 
Not alone for the lands thus died for, 
But for the world at large. 

Your fathers lost themselves and their earth-Uves 
In a Berseker rage of sacrifice. 
In a nobility beyond bounds ; 
In a faith glorious, if sometimes bUnd. 
You from this heritage shall distil the greater unity — 
The Soul of a free Humanity, 
Of the loving urge of Eternity and of God .... 
The blood shed between. us shall yet be transmuted. 
To a most sacred bond, to the Sacrament of the broken bodies 
of Peoples — 

This the new element of Unity of the Nations, 
This must you, War-Children, 
Bom in the storm, in the whirlpool of time. 
From your herita:ge distil. 



NEW AND OLD. 

pOR every soul in Christendom 

A full Ufe and a free. 
We will it and we work for it 
Together, God, with Thee. 

When God and Man together 
Encompass that new birth. 

The round world sings with gladness 
And the stars shout for mirth; 

And as at the creation, 
' Unfolds a fair new day — 
The end as the beginning 
And old the new high-way. 



BITTER-SWEET. 

13 AIN-DROPS on the window-pane 

Will you never stop your dance. 
Dancing up and dancing down, 
Dancing on a grave in France ? — 
Dancing on a heart at home. 
Little rain-drops bitter cold, 
Mocking me with memories — 
All the things we left untold. 
All the small and silly things, 
Never shall we tell them now. 
Heaven is too starry high 
For the little things and low — 
Ages we shall have for love 
In the high and holy way. 
But the small and homely things. 
Will they have angther day ? 
Yet, perhaps, ai^d once again 
Rain-drops we shall watch you dance 
On an unknown window-pane. 
Long forgot the name of France. 
Summer rain-drops, bitter cold. 
With your mocking mystery 
Lashing me to life again — 
Death were life for him and me. 



"THE CUP." 

TTHEIR souls await the reckoning, 

(Souls of our brothers dear) 
Not for themselves they ask it, 
Their eyes through death made ,clear. 

The pale earth drifts to ruin, 
With ancient shapes abroad, 

Where Famine stark and Fever 
Lurk low behind the Sword. 

And who shall save the remnant 

Of our Earth once so fair ? 
Ask of the chosen elders. 

Is any counsel there ? 

Ask of our brothers fallen. 

If yet the Cup be full — 
— ^The cup of blood and longing — 

The direful Sangreal. 

Soon, soon, the last fierce simmering. 

The Cup itself shall break. 
And our Comrades in the Cloudlands 

Shall laugh and shall awake, 

Awake for the dreadful drinking 

Of the Uquor spilt on earth ; 
All, all must drink their portion. 

And some shall drink in mirth ; 

And some shall drink in wailing 
For the times that are to be. 

But our Comrades from the Cloudlands 
Shall drink in extasy. 

For they shall bring the Vision 

And the City down to men, 
And from the reeling ruins 

Shape out a world again. 



IBEIiAND. 

CORROWFUL Island, weeping through the centuries, 
*-* How have we dealt with thee, Ireland, O Ireland ? 

Ah, we have bruised thee, broken thee and rent thee. 
Flaunted thee with favours, then left thee forlorn 

Blood flows between us, your blood and our blood. 
Broken are the bridges of tears and of sighs — 

See the dead arise no\y — a strong and savage army — 
Bitter and black with the hatred of our race. 

Ah, we have made theiri so, poor ghosts of Ireland, 
Where shall they seek in their ancient homes rest ? 

Far in the fields of France and of Flanders, 
There let the spirits desolate abide; 

There find they healing in the life-blood of their brothers, 
(Comiaught and Ulster have fallen side by side). 

Blood once has severed them, now let blood unite them. 
Bind them, O Ireland, for ever in one ! 

Dead men and living men, still -will they remember. 
Greater than each is the Ireland to be ! 

Ah, we have marred thee, bruised thee and broken thee, 
Humbly we sue thee, dead is our pride ; 

Hdp us, poor spirits, exiles of the centuries. 
Cast not before us forever our shame ! 

We too have suffered, you too have wronged us. 
Suffering and sinning, together we are one : 

Forgive us then our trespasses, O Ireland, against thee, 
We, too, will cleanse us from the black stain of hajte. 

The red war of nations shall spring in hope eternal. 
Green hope of Ireland for the new world to be. 

Return shall the spirits from their far homes to seek thee, 
Ireland, the mother, again to give them birth ; 
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Loving they will cling to thee, living they will serve thee, 
Far in the future, united and free, — 

— ^Then wiU the doom have deserted a nation. 
Then too will England be free of her curse. 

Hasten the day, impatient, ye spirits, — 
Brothers, we hail you, Ireland awaits ! 

DE PBOFUNDIS. 

(A Woman Spy in Bdgium, 1915). 

gETRAYED her country, say you ? What had she 
For country, outcast and forlorn, a scorn of men, 

A very abject of the people ? Hers no birth-right proud 

For of Herself, her inmost shrine, she had all unawares been 
robbed. 

The blossom beautiful, ere ripe, alas. 

Was rotten at the core. No conscious sting 

Of wrong herself had wrought, but bitterer far 

The blind deep bitterness of wrong not understood — 

Amid an alien world she'stood, her life a ruin. 

No country hers, no common human ties. 

For now does she belong alone to the Dark Sisterhood cosmo- 
polite. 

And thus she grew in time with hollow heart 

To take this even as her lot. " Is Justice anywhere ? 

Gold, Gold is everything, all power above, below 

Is open to that key. Why, even Holy Church 

Itself unlocks the waiting gates to gold, and shall not I 

Who have been year-long bought and sold. 

Join in the general marketing ? Well then, 

My so-called country, here's your price 

For does not gold spell Life ? (At least 

It's something grasped and understood — ) " 

Thus argued self with self. And so 
What wonder then, O poor dead heart. 
After herself, should sell her country too ? 

. • • ■ • 

She paid the penalty, you ask ? Ah, yes, 
If man-inflicted Death can set to right 
An age-long universal man-inflicted wrong ? Who knows ? 
Who knows ? 



SONGfOF THE DOWNS AND OF THE FOUB SEASONS. 

Q MY Downs, my pearly Downs, 

I greet you f 
Grey and green and brown and purple, 

A magic smooth enamel. 

In the Springtime of the year. 

O my Downs, my sunny Downs, 

I love you! 
Bright blue slaes, swift cloudy shadows. 

Dappled grass and star-strewn flowerets. 

In the Summer of the year. 

O my Downs, my gold-veiled Downs, 

I love you ! 
Blue and copper, burnished summits. 

Golden mysteries, Gates of Promise, 

In the Autumn of the year. 

O my Downs, my snow-white Downs, 

Where are you ? , 
Hid in cloud, or white and black-dressed. 

Strange tall mountains tower ternfic, 

In the Winter of the year. 



SUNDAY EVENING IN A PUBUC PARE. 

'T'HE people wander to and fro. 

The scarlet tulips nod and glow ; 
The church-beUs drown the shrilling train 
And laughter heard and lost again. 



It is a pretty patch-work sight. 
And who can look and not delight ? 
This Paradise remains the same 
Though Europe writhe in hot hell-flame ; 
And stiU the scarlet tulips glow. 
The people wander to and fro ! 
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A DIRGE. 

LET the beU toU 

For the thousands newly dead ; 
Not for this dear soul alone, 

But for everyone, for everyone, 
Of this day's dead, 

Let the bell toll ! 

Let the priest pray 

For the battlefields bereft. 
For the stricken ones who lie 

To right and left and look for help. . • 
Is there none for Uving or dead ? 

let the priest pray ! 

He who lies here to-day. 

Lies at his funeral, 
(Silent he seems to us). 

Mutely is asking us not to forget . . . 
" Ah, in this hour they die, 

Friends, do not pass them by . . " 
He goeth up and down and seeketh 

The open ear and seeing eye — 
He who lies here to-day, seemingly dead. 

Let the candle shine. 

Let the loose earth fall. 
Let the flowere on the grave he white and thick. 

There is enough for all. 

Let the music sound, 

Let the organ roll. 
What matter if in peace he died and they in war ? 

— ^He near and they far. 
The end is the same for one and for all : 

And triumph to-day is high in heaven. 
And the end shall be good assuredly. 

For the army of this hour's dead. 
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LES ANQLAIS CHANTENT TOUJOUBS. 

(" The English alivays sing," said by an dd French peasant- 
woman of the English Troops). 

T-TOW do you know the English, Mother, 

When they go by your door. 
How will you know the EngUsh, 
Both now and evermore ? — 

I know them, child, by a little thing. 
The English soldiers always sing. 

Our own sons they march out to death 

Silent, with steadfast eye ; 
But these Englishmen, while they have breath 
Go singing cheerfully. 
So I know them, child, by this Uttle thing. 
The English soldiers always sing. 

How will you know the English, Mother, 

In their sad brown array ? 
Our men will shine so bright in Heaven, 
So bright and blue, and gay ! — 
I shall know them, child, by this self -same thing. 
For the English soldiers will always sing. 



SCARECROWS IN THE SNOW. 

February, 1916. 

'FWO scareccrows lay across the snow. 

And I thought of the men across the sea, 
Dark and silent and broken too 
They lie in Flanders for you and me. 

Two scarecrows lay across the snow 

Broken and rent by Hie wind and the storm ; 
Ah, God, 'tis living bodies too 

That he in Flanders and cannot get warm. 
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The scarecrows lie, dead battered things ;- 

It seemed a bitter blasphemy 
(Like evil birds with tattered wings) 

That they should He for aJl to see, 

And take in vain the name of War, 
(Too lightly have we passed them by) 

The sacred name of our dead men 
And those of them who still must die. 

Those scarecrows stark across the snow 
They are a cold, cold mockery. 

They mop and mow and gibe at us 
Who dwell in safety across the sea. 

*" * ns * ^ * 

O bodies stiff, rest quiet now, — 
— But give us from the battlefield, 

O spirits loosed from ragged shroud. 
The holy peace the snow can yield. 



THE WAB-BBIDE. 

AH, kiss me quickly, 

Margaret, my dear ; 
Night threatens thickly, 
France is too near. 

Talk not of waiting. 
Spend not our breath, 

Loving and hating, 
Kiss before death. 

We are the reckless. 
Snatching at Fate ; 

Timid and feckless 
Come ever late. 

Hating the force drear 
Driving to doom. 

Loving yourself, dear. 
Whatever come. 
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Shell-fire and splinter 

Making life hell, 
Summer and winter 

One desolate spell ; 

Still we inherit 
Mastery of Death, 
Body and Spirit 
Tread him beneath. 

Strong and victorious. 

In each one's eyes 
Love flames most glorious, 

Love never dies. 



FAITH. 

r*AN Beauty yet be. 

Or from ashes arise ? 
Ask of the faint dawn 
And glimmering skies. 

Will the babe grow a man. 
And the young maid grow fair ? 

Ask of the mother-heart 
Fulfilment hes there. 

Will Peace ever reign 
And the world yet rejoice ? 

List to the centuries' 
Answering voice. 



"THE YOUNG HEART OF RUSSIA.' 

April, 1917. 

TTtrEARY grow the elder nations. 

Weary and sick and old, 
But the young heart of Russia 
Has never grown cold. 
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The young heart of Russia 
Sees a Vision so sure, 

It counts all for nothing, 
So that Vision endure. 

'Tis God's own folly, — 
(The old shake their head), 

In the young heart of Russia 
Is no room for dread. 

O great-hearted children. 
Show us now the way, 

Your faith be our portion 
In the Coming Day. 



THE GREAT BETRAYAL. 

{Russia, 1920). 

" T IBERTY, our Lady, 

Lift up thine head ! 
Why lookest thou, Liberty, 

So white and so red. 
Red, O Liberty, as are the fires of hell ? "- 
" They have shamed me and scorned me 

And mine honour would sell. 
In the dark land I dreamed me 

A proud dream of dawn, 
And now in shame's crimson 

My ruin I mourn." 

" Wan- white, O Liberty, 

Thy face as the grave ! " — 
" Ahve they would bury me 

Nor my spirit save ; 
Like him, once my Teacher, 

Alive in the Abyss, 
Betrayed not by enemies. 

But by false friend's kiss. 
My friends too did crown me, 

Queen of the land, 
Mocked me with mastery. 

Palsied mine hand." 
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" Liberty, Our Lady, 

Thou crimson and white. 
He, once thy teacher. 

Lived through the night. 
Lived through the bitter night 

And on the third day 
Came golden and glorious 

In spirit's array. 
Liberty, our Lady 

Lift up thine head. 
Though shamed sore and wronged more 

Thou art not dead ; 
But golden and glorious 

Shalt yet stand upright, 
Through steep ways laborious 

Rise to the Hght." 

ALL SOUL'S DAY, 1916. 

" Alle Seelen ruhen in Frieden." 
" TN peace ? " she cried, " In Peace ? 
How dare they rest in peace at last 
Whose very thoughts would kill and blast ? 
I will not pray for them, my dear, 
I cannot pray for them, my dear." 

She sat with bowed and sullen head, 
(Her man lay too among the dead) 

" You fought for peace and died for it. 
And now your soul shall shine in it ; 
But these are dark and strange to me 

And outlaws from that company 
Where you, my dear, shall walk with me." 

" All Souls ? . . . AU Souls ? . . .And you and I, 
For evermore just you and I ? 

Ah, no, it is a childish prayer . . . 

(A moment's, not an age's care) . . . 
. . My dear, it is not yet enough, 
Through lonely ways and hard and rough, 
Together with our dead at last. 

They, too, must walk in peace. 
And bless the earth that gave them birth 

At last with love's increase. 
For that white dawn I'll pray, my dear, 
With all the waiting Souls yet here. 

Then, with All Souls for company, 
Why, you and I shall meet, my dear ! " 
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SONG OF THE BELGIAN SLAVE-BAIDS. 

AH, Christ, it is a bitter thing 

To see a soldier die. 
But bitterer far it is to sweat 
In sullen slavery. 

The Flemish mother silent sits. 

And the Flemish babies cry ; 
The last man from the house is gone 

To rot in slavery. 

And hungry may the mothers go 

And the Uttle children die. 
For those who would have dug their graves 

'Dig now for Germany. 



CHRISTMAS, 1916. 

Ce Noel de Feu et de Sang — " 

(from a Belgian Soldier's letter) 
'' Ood bless the third War-Christmas." 

(the Kaiser) 

'\X7'HITE, so white was Christmas, 

White as driven snow ; 
But red three-times is Christmas 
With fire a,nd slaughter now. 

Thou Christ-man, bom of Mary, 

Come back again to earth. 
Shun not the purple wine-press 

And the bitter devil's mirth. 

They laugh over this red Christmas 
And the welter of fire and blood ; 

But thou canst smile for pity 
And bring from evil good. 

Make white again our Christmas 

All glorious like the snow — 
The time is for the vision 

And the red fires bum low. 
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AVE, AjsUSBICA ! 

Aj)ril, 1917. 

'T'HE sisters stood and smiled and faced the sea, 
(Ave, America !) 

A little strange, a little shy. 

After -a long, long century, 

(0 sisters, sisters true, once more to be !) 
They joined their hands across the narrowing sea. 

And turned and faced the Dawn together in the East, 

The crimson Dawn that slowly breaks for West and East,- 
Till the two hemispheres are found in unity. 
The Newer World must share the Old World's agony. 

Willing and free, 

(O sisters, sisters true, once more to be !) 

Red was their parting once, 

(Bitter sunset). 
And red shall be their splendid meeting now, 
Beholding in each other's eyes the answering glow. 

No shades of regret. 

No lust of gold, sister. 

Has called thee to our side. 

No far-off waiting lands. 

Nor duty's irksome bands. 
But with Freedom in thine open hands 

Thou hast entered the tide, 
Ave, AmericaJ 



MASS IN WAR-TIME. 



TN the dim Cathedral 

Solemn the Priests sway, — 
Lives these shadows' meaning 
Still for us to-day ? 

Deep these shadows' meaning 

Lives for us to-day. 
Sacrifice stands pointing 

Still the Royal Way. 
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Light and chant and incense, 
Heritage from far ; 

Symbols still eternal 
In a world at war. 

Still the Body Broken 

Is the Key of Life, 
One is Priest and Soldier 

Man of Peace and Strife. 



COMPULSION. 

■^^HAT has the country done for me ? 

They've taken my last son. 
What do I care for the country 
When they've taken my last son ! 

The first 'e wgnt and I let him go — 

For'e was big and strong. 
T'is a fine thing to fight for your country, says I, 

'Gainst them as does the wrong. 

The next was took as the year went on, 

That is, 'e gave 'is name. 
For 'e wouldn't wait till they fetches 'im 

To bring his old mother to shame. 

Those two, they're gone, and the eldest one 

Will never come back no more. 
And the Lord 'e knows where the other lies 

On a German prison floor. 

So what do I care for the cbuntry 

When they've taken my last son. 
And 'ow will it ever be worth it all 

When the blessed war is done ? 

'E's but a lad and 'e's none too strong 
(And 'e's just turned eighteen year). 

His brothers 'ave both gone willing 
And why can't they leave 'im 'ere ? 
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LAUS DEO. 

{A remembrance of all who have perished in vjnarmed Liners 
sunk by the enemy). 

M OT alone have they gone, not alone. 

Thus suddenly into the unknown ! 
For this, for this, a bitter boon, 
God, take our broken thanks. 

Children and mothers and men beloved. 

They died together as it behoved ; 
And each to each their courage proved. 

For this, God, take our thanks. 

A fair and friendly company 
Their ghosts will rise from out the sea, 

— Not troubled now, but light and free, — 
God take from us their thanks. 

So strange alone to fare, so strange ; 

Into that nearer world of change ; 
(Still we mistrust the spirit's range) 

And so we give God thanks ! 

For the imperfect human breath 
That looks for love at the hour of death, 

And seeking, finds, — above, beneath — 
Still must we give God thanks. 

These went not out by two and three. 

But each one glad for company. 
By scores upon the lonely sea. 

And so we give God thanks. 

And they, where peace possesses all. 

Inhabit now the Illumined Hall, 
And lo us, twiUght-dwellers, call. 

To give to God their thanks. 
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THE NIGHT-MARCHER'S SONG. 

" IT'S a long, long way to Tipperary — " 
It's a longer way to heaven's gate, 
And some of us are footsore and weary, 
And some of us have got there straight. 

And it's, oh I to be at rest and a-sleepin' 

When we're marchin' through the livelong night. 
But it's thoughts of the watch that we are keepin' 

That stops our eyes from shuttin' quite ; 
And if them at home 'Id think of us a-marchin' 

Just remembering to wish us all good-night, 
(After bitter frost or heat that's kept us parchin') 

Why, t'would hasten on the comin' of tiie light. 

For the dark is all alive now once we're out in it 
(Our houses are that dead at home o'night). 

And the night-time here is different, there's no doubtin' it, 
With the moon a-starin* at us big and white. 

And the stars a-shinin' bright above us 

Are like little eyes a-watchin' us too ; 
They're lookin', and who knows but what they love us. 

And maybe the old tales are true. 
That there's angels and spirits aU around us 

Just to help us at a pinch and cheer us on, 
But it's only in the night-time that they've found us. 

When we're dog-tired and just about done ; 
Then their little eyes come out and twinkle 

Arid they wink at us and say — " Just keep right on." 
(Don't you folks in England see 'em twinkle ?) — 

Well, we know, for we've seen 'em everyone. 

'' It's a long, long way to Tipperary — " 

It's a longer way to heaven's gate. 
And some of us Eire footsore and weary 

And some of us have got there straight. 

And it's, oh, to be at rest and a-sleepin' 
When we're marchin' through the lonesome night. 

But it's thoughts of the watch that we ajre keepin' 
That stops our eyes from shuttin' quite. 
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ACELDAMA. 

■RED poppies shimmering, you have sung to us of life. 
Red English poppies, so gay and so free. 
Brave little poppies, with your loud song of life. 

In the scarlet fields of summer you have told the truth to me. 

Two songs you sing us, poppies, — a song for either ear. 
And the left ear it heareth but a red song of blood, 

The left eye it seeth but the death across the sea, 
And the little scarlet poppies they will make it understood. 

Will you stab us deep, poppies, will you stab us to the hecirt. 
Shouting scarlet in the sunlight the truth you have to say ? 

Not only in the battle-line, in men's own hearts. 
And in quiet English meadows there are Fields of Blood 
to-day. 



THE ETEENAL MUSIC. 

'TIPPERARY, Tipperary, singing down the London 
Street, 
Still the sound of Tipperary stirs the dullest heart to beat. 
And the sound of Tipperary brings a tear to driest eye. 
For to sound of Tipperary lads like these have learned to die ; 
Learned to die for holy England, for the soul that she should be. 

Guardian of the World's true Freedom through an hour's 
obscuijty : — 

Sursum Corda in the Churches, Tipperary in the street, 

Tokens both of life-blood offered while the world's great 
heart doth beat. 

Trivial little tune now hallowed by your baptism of fire. 

Gifted thus with life immortal by the departed dauntless choir. 

Hands are lifted in the sunlight, hearts are lifted in the shrine, 

(Sursum Corda, Tipperary, — echoes of the battle-Une), 

Till united sound and spirit blend in one vast harmony. 

Wrought into eternal music for the spheres that are to be. 
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PETITE CHANSON DE GUERRE. 

(ecrit pour un enfant, 1917). 

pETIT spldat fran9ais. 

Oil est ta patrie ? . . , 
Ma patrie, c'est la France, 
Et puis le monde, m'n amie. 

Brave soldat anglais, 

Oi est ta patrie ? . . .. 
La Grande Bretagne, et puis done 

Le monde entier, m'n amie. 

Bon soldat de Russie, 

Oii chercher la patrie ? . . . . 
D'abord dans notre Russie, 

Puis dans le monde, m'n amie. 

Nouveau soldat am^ricain, 

OH est ta patrie ? . . . . 
Nous sommes enfants des Deux Mondes, 

A jamais, mon amie. 

Le triste soldat aUemand 
Aime aussi son pays .... 

Dans le beau monde de I'avenir, 
Nous serons tdus amis ! 



* "DESPISE NOT THE DAY OF SMALL THINGS." 

A LITTLE child of Empire, I, 

My Uttle gifts give willingly ; 
Two portions have I, men and gold. 
Would I could give a hundredfold. 
To Britain's mighty army then 
Does Nine offer twenty men. 
And money in a Uke degree 
With dark hearts' love and loyalty. 
For surely, he, our Great White King, 
Can look upon a little thing. 
And will the burning Spirit see 
In us, dark children though we be. 

•Nine, a little island in the South Seas, sent a message at the 
outbreak of war to offer to Great Britain : " From a little child of the 
Empire, two portions : first, men; secoadly, money." 
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